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the flowers seemed to mingle like a sweet incense
with my vow. The old walls whispered of patience
and hope. I do not know where the peace that
then settled upon me came from, but not, it
seemed, out of the slender resources of my own
vexed spirt.
But after all, the wonder is, in this mysterious
world, not that there is so much egotism abroad,
but that there is so little ! Considering the narrow
space, the little cage of bones and skin, in which
our spirit is coniined, like a fluttering bird, it often
astonished rne to find how much of how many
people's thoughts is not given to themselves, but
to their work, their friends, their families.
The simplest and most practical cure for egotism,
after all, is resolutely to suppress public manifes-
tations of it ; and it is best to overcome it as a
matter of good manners, rather than as a matter
of religious principle. One does not want people
to be impersonal; all one desires to feel is that
their interest and sympathy is not, so to speak,
tethered by the leg, and only able to hobble in a
small and trodden circle. One does not want
people to suppress their personality, but to be
ready to compare it with the personalities of others,
rather than to refer other personalities to the